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to despair. After some unsuccessful essays in the
way of poetry, he commenced brandy merchant, and
I believe his whole stock ran out through his own
bowels; then he consorted with a milk-woman, who
kept a cellar in Petty France. But he could not
make his quarters good; he was dislodged and driven
upstairs into the kennel by a corporal in the second
regiment of footguards. He was afterwards the^
laureate of Blackfriars, from whence there was a
natural transition to the Fleet. As he had formerly
miscarried in panegyric, he now turned his thoughts to
satire, and really seems to have some talent for abuse.
If he can hold out till the meeting of parliament, and
be prepared for another charge, in all probability Dick
will mount the pillory, or obtain a pension, in either of
which events his fortune will be made.
Meanwhile he has acquired some degree of considera-
tion with the respectable writers of the age; and as I
have subscribed for his works, he did me the favour
t'other night to introduce me to a society of those
geniuses, but I found them exceedingly formal and
reserved. They seemed afraid and jealous of one
another, and sat in a state of mutual repulsion, like
so many particles of vapour, each surrounded by its
own electrified atmosphere. Dick, who has more
vivacity than judgment, tried more than once to enliven
the conversation: sometimes making an effort at wit,
sometimes letting off* a pun, and sometimes discharging
a conundrum; nay, at length he started a dispute upon
the hackneyed comparison betwixt blank verse and
rhyme, and the professors opened with great clamour;
but, instead of keeping to the subject, they launched out
into tedious dissertations on the poetry of the affcients;
and one of them, who had been a schoolmaster, dis-
played his whole knowledge of prosody, gleaned from
liter and Ruddiman. At last, I ventured to say,